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PEGASUS  TAMED. 


Y  a  long  life  of  learned  and  benevolent  eccentricity, 
Michael  Gygax,  M.  I).,  had  earned  himself  in  our  quiet 
little  village  of  Morgantown  the  honorable  rank  and 
reputation  of  Queer  Genius  ;  with  all  its  immunities,  exemp¬ 
tions,  privileges  and  advantages. 

So  we  all  had  great  faith  in  the  Doctor,  were  never  scan¬ 
dalized  by  anything  he  said  or  did ;  and  when  one  sultry 
morning  last  July  he  made  his  appearance  in  the  butcher 
shop  and  post  office  of  old  Billy  Bisdee,  squinted  into  his 
empty  letter-box,  poked  disapprovingly  with  his  walking- 
stick  the  flabby  relics  of  bovine  mortality,  and  then  drawing 
forth  from  the  pocket  of  his  seersucker  jacket  a  most  strange 
notice,  proceeded  to  affix  it  by  half  a  dozen  wafers  to  Bisdee’s 
greasy  door;  we  bystanders  were  not  at  all  astonished,  but 
read  his  manifesto  through,  no  more  surprised  than  though 
it  had  been  a  call  to  a  Trustees’  Meeting. 


Michael  Gygax  having  discovered  the  secret  of  the 

DIVINE  AFFLATUS ! 
will  fill,  free  of  charge,  with 

POETIC  INSPIRATION ! 

any  or  all  Morgantowners  who  may  think  it  worth  their 
while  to  meet  him  to-night  at  Carrick’s  Hall. 

NO  CHARGE  FOR  ADMITTANCE! 


The  Doctor’s  characteristic  chirography,  displayed  in  the 
middle  of  a  vast  expanse  of  dark  blue  paper,  looked  for  all 


the  world  like  a  little  black  island  in  mid-ocean.  Everybody 
stopped  to  look,  everybody  read  who  could,  and  when  eve¬ 
ning  came  everybody  crowded  into  the  low-ceilinged  garret, 
sometimes  ball-room,  sometimes  “hall,”  up  over  drunken 
Davy  Oar  rick’s  tavern.  All  our  somebodies  and  all  our  no¬ 
bodies  were  there,  from  fat,  jolly,  pompous  Colonel  Morgan, 
President  of  the  village,  down  to  poor,  crooked,  foolish  little 
Babby  Tubbs,  who  daily  wheeled  himself  about  the  street  in 
a  squeaking  velocipede,  and  for  this  special  occasion  was  car¬ 
ried  up  stairs  bodily,  velocipede  and  all,  whining  and  groan¬ 
ing  in  the  stout  arms  of  Lazy  Joe,  the  tavern  hostler. 

At  first  Doctor  Gygax  Avas  nowhere  visible,  and,  sweltering 
in  terror  over  the  creaking  floor,  we  began  to  fear  ourselves 
the  victims  of  a  confirmed  joker’s  latest  and  hugest  hoax. 
But  suddenly  his  lantern  jaws  and  towzled  head  appeared  in 
the  narrow  doorway,  and,  hugging  a  huge  blown-up  rubber 
gasbag  under  either  arm,  he  clove  his  way  through  the 
baking  crowd  and  ascended,  with  two  or  three  graceful  skips, 
the  little  stage;  whereon,  when  Morgantown  chose  to  dance, 
Homer,  the  black  barber  fiddler,  was  always  “  placed  on  high 
amid  the  tuneful  quire.”  Arrived  there,  he  let  his  two  bal¬ 
loons  bounce  up  to  the  ceiling ;  and  then,  half  lounging, 
half  sitting  upon  a  rickety  table,  with  one  long,  lean,  lank 
leg  slow  swinging  like  a  pendulum,  he  delivered  himself  of 
this  harangue: 

Concerning  the  Divine  Afflatus,  said  the  Doctor,  much 
nonsense  has  been  said  and  written.  Poets  and  rhymesters 
have  always  held  it  to  be  a  sort  of  heavenly  visitation,  and 
that  it  might  be  sent  upon  them  they  have  ever  prayed  in 
devout  blindness  to  Minerva,  Apollo,  and  the  Muses  nine. 

This  notion  every  sane  man  knows  to  be  a  mistaken  idea, 
a  close-sticking,  long-lasting  delusion,  a  pleasant  relic  of 
blindly-superstitious,  poetic  Paganism.  Wise  men  have  now 
and  then  gained  glimpses  of  the  truth,  such  as  had  John 
Dryden  while  saying,  “  Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near 
allied;”  but  it  has  been  reserved  for  me,  Michael  Gygax,  to 
prove  and  establish  the  close-lying  parallel  between  poetic 


fury  and  aberration  of  intellect;  as  observable  in  the  exact 
correspondence  of  their  symptoms  and  phenomena,  varying 
as  they  do  from  sublime  flights  of  fiery  and  ungoverned  im¬ 
agination,  down  to  poor,  weak,  and  idiotic  drivellings. 

Modern  science  teaches  us  that  insanity  is  directly  trace¬ 
able  to  physical  disease,  and  this  again  to  its  primary  cause; 
and  as  Robert  Burton,  in  his  wise  “Anatomy,”  sought  out 
and  set  forth  the  secret  food  and  causes  of  man-tormenting 
melancholy;  so  now  I,  having  made  a  study  of  that  strange 
phenomenon  called  the  Divine  Afflatus,  know  whence  it  is, 
and  what  are  its  causes. 

Hahnemann,  experimenting  on  his  dried  and  shriveled  car¬ 
cass,  fit  only  for  such  uses,  found  that  certain  effects  were 
caused  by  certain  drugs;  and,  following  his  example,  though 
worth  a  gross  of  Hahnemanns,  I  tried  upon  my  precious  self 
for  many  months  the  powers  of  certain  wondrous  substances, 
till  one  eventful  day,  some  two  weeks  since,  I  hit  upon  a  hap¬ 
py  combination,  which,  in  a  gaseous  form,  when  breathed  will 
make  the  merest  dolt  and  proser  rhyme  and  sing  forth  all 
the  thoughts  that  in  him  lodge ! 

You  doubtless  know  of  that  notable  gas,  called  by  the 
learned — “Nitrous  Oxide,”  and  by  the  simple — “Laughing,” 
which  makes  a  man  gibber  and  jump,  laugh  and  cry,  then 
passes  oft  most  quietly!  Mine  is  as  harmless,  and  in  its  effects 
how  much  more  wonderful ! 

Oh,  that  poor  Byron,  poor  Coleridge,  poor  DeQuincey,  had 
but  known  of  my  glorious  Gas !  Then  might  they  have  soared 
on  stainless  wings  above  the  “  seventh  heaven  of  invention !” 
Needless  the  fiery  dram  and  poisonous  drug  !  Pure  and  hap¬ 
py  might  have  been  their  gin-soaked,  opium-sodden  lives! 

As  Watts  tamed  steam,  and  Franklin  lightning,  so  have  I 
caught  and  bottled  up  the  imponderable  cause  of  poesy ;  and 
as  Rarey  mastered  vicious  steeds,  so  have  1  conquered,  sub¬ 
dued,  and  subjugated  that  high-flying  beast,  Pegasus,  till  he 
is  become  as  mild,  docile  and  obedient  as  any  lamb :  ready  to 
carry  whomsoever  chooses  to  mount  upon  his  winged  back. 
Let  none  demand  of  me  the  secret  of  this,  my  mighty  gas, 
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for  I  am  no  homeopath,  fondly  thinking  a  poison  its  own 
antidote ;  and,  my  friends,  though  I  know  you,  and  love  you, 
I  dare  not  trust  you,  lest  ye  all  become  chronic,  confirmed, 
hopeless,  wretched  rhymesters,  and  “rave,  recite,  and  madden 
round  the  land.” 

In  all  this  world  there  lives  but  one  man  who  is  worthy ! 
Him  will  I  seek  at  the  Hub  of  the  Universe  !  To  him,  as  a 
doctor,  poet  and  philosopher,  will  I  divulge  my  secret;  and 
then  upon  him  will  it  depend  whether  my  new  found  knowl¬ 
edge  lives  to  the  world,  or  is  buried  with  us  in  our  graves. 

Here  ended  the  Doctor’s  discourse,  which,  to  say  truth, 
was  little  better  than  so  much  Greek  to  most  of  us. 

Rising  from  his  table  with  a  jump,  and  clutching  down 
from  the  ceiling  one  of  his  precious  gas-bags,  he  now  called 
aloud  to  good  old  prosy  Parson  Gridley:  Come  up,  reverend 
sir,  and  take  a  dose  of  inspiration  !  Don’t  be  afraid,  he  con¬ 
tinued,  for  the  experiment’s  no  new  one!  I’ve  tried  it  upon 
myself,  and  would  again  if  I  didn’t  fear  that  our  friends  here 
would  take  my  inspired  verses  for  a  studied  lucubration- 
But  you,  sir,  will  make  me  the  best  example  in  the  world; 
for  though  we  all  know  you’re  as  prosaic  and  steady  as  a  mile¬ 
stone,  I  warrant  my  gas  to  make  you  improvise  like  little 
Metastasio! 

Loud  laughed  the  crowd,  though  scarcely  knowing  why,  and 
slowly  rising,  benignantly  smiling,  Parson  Gridley  advanced 
toward  the  stage.  Meeting  him  with  a  grateful  grin,  while 
pushing  forward  a  chair,  the  Doctor  said — Thank  you  sir, 
sit  down,  carefully,  so;  now  take  this  tube  between  your 
teeth,  and  when  I  turn  on  the  gas  breath  in  at  your  mouth, 
and  out  of  your  nose.  There  now!  T-h-e-r-e  now!! 
T-h-e-r-e  now!!!  T-h-e-r-e  now !! !  Enough!  And 
with  this  last  exclamation  he  suddenly  snatched  away  the 
tube  from  between  the  grinding  teeth.  Then  with  his  little 
gray  “eyes  in  a  fine  phrenzy  rolling”  behind  his  gold-rimmed 
spectacles,  the  Parson  thus  soliloquized  in  8’s  and  6’s: — 
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Why  doth  my  soul  on  Saturdays 
Make  such  a  weary  moan  ? 

Why  of  the  week  the  latter  days 
Greet  I  with  sigh  and  groan  ? 

To-morrow’s  sermons  are  not  writ, 

Therefore,  with  fear  and  dread, 

I  here  within  my  study  sit, 

Scratching  my  empty  head. 

Happy  the  man  who  gainst  such  day 

A  barrelfull  has  kept 

Of  old  discourses,  truth  to  say, 

Preached  while  his  people  slept. 

Full  many  such  I  have,  and  so 
Will  drop  my  rusty  pen ; 

And  forth  to  take  a  walk  will  go 
Among  the  haunts  of  men. 

But  dreadful  is  the  state,  alas, 

Of  this  my  morning  gown  ; 

My  raiment’s  all  at  such  a  pass, 

I  dread  to  go  down  town. 

Oh !  for  a  goodly  marriage  fee 
To  buy  me  some  new  clothes ; 

Like  a  young  raveff  would  I  be, 

Bright  black  from  top  to  toes ! 

My  next  donation — 

Ila  !  ha!  Run  down  !  said  the  Doctor  with  a  laugh.  You 
see,  my  friends,  ’t  was  the  gas  and  not  the  Dominie  singing 
just  ngw  so  like  Sternhold  and  Ilopkin’s  psalms  !  And  you’ll 
acknowledge,  wont  you,  my  dear  old  Parson,  now  you’re  dis¬ 
mounted,  that  Pegasus  carried  you  along  as  smoothly  and 
safely  as  your  own  sure-footed  Dobbin  ?  Yes,  replied  the 
Dominie,  smoothly  enough,  for  I  remember  nothing  at  all 
since  falling  asleep  some  time  ago.  You  don’t  tell  me  that 
I’ve  really  made  a  rhyme,  and  spoken  verses  ? 
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Indeed  you  have,  said  the  Doctor,  and  very  good  ones  too, 
considering  your  turn  of  mind,  for  in  its  operations  my  gas 
is  limited  by  the  material  it  has  to  work  upon.  You’ve  said 
nothing  wicked,  Parson,  told  us  nothing  that  we  did  not 
know  already;  and  on  the  whole,  have  acquitted  yourself 
with  great  distinction,  for  though  your  flight  hardly  reached 
the  etherial  regions  flown  through  by  your  models,  great 
Sternhold  and  great  Hopkins;  still  you’ve  done  marvels,  lor 
in  your  normal  state  I’d  have  defied  you  to  make  a  single 
rhyme. 

Down  stepped  the  Dominie,  amid  the  applause  of  his  pa¬ 
rishioners  and  the  upbraidings  of  his  wife,  who,  when  he 
reached  her  side  again, for  an  hour  in  a  grumbling  undertone 
kindly  told  him  what  an  old  fool  he’d  made  himself. 

Now  then,  cried  the  Doctor,  who  among  you  has  the 
nightmare  ?  Who  among  you  nightly  dreams,  and  revels 
then  in  wild,  fantastic,  vain  imaginings  ?  The  poetry  of 
such  a  man,  I  prophesy,  will  be  to  Parson  Gridley’s  as  blaz¬ 
ing  fireworks  are  to  the  light  of  tallow  dips  !  John  Morri¬ 
son,  dyspeptic  young  pedagogue,  you  dream,  I  know ;  so  come 
up  and  sacrifice  yourself  for  the  amusement  of  your  friends. 
John,  our  schoolmaster,  a  tall,  handsome,  sallow  young  fel¬ 
low,  did  as  he  was  bid  without  any  ado,  and  taking  first  his 
seat,  and  then  the  gas,  swaying  about  uneasily,  in  a  strange 
and  musical  voice  murmured  fitfully: 

Through  a  black  and  jagged  rifting 
In  the  clouds  so  slowly  drifting, 

A  meteor  shines  glorious, 

Rejoicing  and  uproarious; 

Along  in  thunder  tears  he 
And  to  a  race  he  dares  me  ! 

Swiftly  I  follow  after, 

Nor  heed  or  roof  or  rafter, 

In  this,  my  rocket  flight 
Upward  into  the  night. 
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Away  the  traitor  star  is  flown, 

Far  out  of  sight,  and  all  alone, 

Like  a  bat  I  circle  round 
Above  the  dark  and  silent  ground. 

Up  and  down,  high  and  low, 

Over  hill  and  dale  I  go; 

Now  aloft,  I  lightly  skim 
O’er  a  forest  black  and  grim  ; 

Then  where  meadows,  smooth  and  bright, 
Widen  in  the  calm  moonlight, 

I  float  along,  while,  fast  or  slow, 

My  shadow  follows  just  below. 

Not  a  living  sound  is  heard, 

Yroice  of  man,  or  beast,  or  bird; 

But  the  falling  river’s  tumble 
Seems  a  distant  thunder  rumble. 

Not  a  mortal  thing  is  seen 

Dancing  on  the  quagmire  green, 

Will  o’  the  wisp  doth  verily 
A  wizard’s  ring  tread  merrily. 

Here’s  a  churchyard,  rich  and  old, 

All  of  rank  and  teeming  mould, 

And  upon  each  sodden  mound, 

Glooming  through  the  darkness  round, 
Sits  a  glowing  globe  of  vapor, 
Smould’ring  like  a  blown-out  taper. 

Noiseless  and  slow,  I  hover  near 
A  house  where  sad  and  full  of  fear 
The  household  is.  Its  master  dies, 

And  by  his  side  his  young  wife  cries, 
Frantic,  a  thousand  times  his  name ; 

Now  parts  the  soul,  a  pointed  flame. 
Wavering,  bright,  and  cannot  stay 
On  this  dull  earth,  so  far  away 
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To  distant  Heav’n  it  soars,  while  I 
After  like  summer  lightning  fly  : 

But  faster  flies  the  soul,  and  so 
Again  alone  through  air  I  go. 

High  above  the  mortal’s  sphere 
And  its  drowsy  atmosphere, 

I  see  the  far  off  shining  sun 
Before  the  day  on  earth’s  begum 
Around  in  mighty  sweeps  I  wheel, 

And,  ever  as  I  saiJ,  I  feel 

His  growing  warmth,  as  on  my  way 

I  near  the  fiery  God  of  Day. 

Mighty  bursts  his  glorious  light, 

And  like  a  mist  dissolves  the  night. 

Far  beneath  me  spins  the  wTorld 
Like  a  ball  with  fury  hurled, 

And 

Oh  !  oh !  oh  !  oli !  oh  !  oh !  oh  ! !  Where  am  I  ? 

Here,  quoth  the  Doctor;  here,  on  this  stage,  in  Morgan¬ 
town,  upon  which  I  congratulate  you,  for  you’ve  had  a  fear¬ 
some  flight.  You’ve  distinguished  yourself,  John  ;  and  see, 
all  your  friends  applaud  you. 

Back  to  his  seat  went  John,  blushing,  for  lie’  wrell  remem¬ 
bered  his  dream,  and  wondered  what  figure  he  had  cut  in  the 
eyes  of  pretty  Jenny  Gilman,  his  oldest  scholar. 

Jenny,  said  the  Doctor,  wont  you  honor  us  too  ?  We  must 
have  at  least  one  lady  on  the  stage  here,  and  who  so  pretty  and 
bird-like  a  singer  as  yourself?  Come,  my  dear,  all  these  peo¬ 
ple  are  your  life-long  friends,  and  I'm  your  good  old  Doctor, 
so  don’t  be  afraid  to  do  as  I  bid  you. 

Jenny’s  mother  and  her  little  brother  nudged  her,  telling 
her  to  go,  so  up  she  tripped,  and  seating  herself  daintily, 
taking  the  gas  cocjuettishly,  she  thus  her  unconscious  song 
began — 
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He  loves  me  badly, 

Sadly, 

Madly, 

Does  poor  John, 

So  pale  and  wan  ; 

And,  more  timid  than  a  dov 
He  to  me  his  tale  of  love 
Dares  not  tell ;  oh  ! 

Poor  fellow, 

Poor  John, 

So  pale  and  wan. 

But  so  plain  he  shows  it 
Every  scholar  knows  it — 
The  queer, 

Dear, 

Poor  John, 

So  pale  and  wan ; 

Eor  he’s  often  told  me 
That  he  cannot  scold  me. 
And  every  rule 
He  in  school 
Can  make, 

I  break ; 

Therefore  poor  John 
Is  pale  and  wan. 

Oh,  how  I  daily  tease  him, 
While  he  might  quickly  ease 
If  he  but  dared, 

When  I  cared, 

Pd  doubtless 
Say  Yes 
To  poor  John, 

So  pale  and  wan  ; 

But 


him ; 


Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  What  have  I  done  ?  what  have  I  said  ? 
poor  Jenny  began  to  cry;  while  John,  who  had  sat  spell¬ 
bound,  darted  from  the  room  like  a  flash.  Never  mind,  my 
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child,  said  the  Doctor,  you’ve  only  told  us  what  we  all  of  us 
suspected,  and,  God  bless  you,  you’ve  changed  “poor  John, 
so  pale  and  wan,”  to  the  very  happiest  of  men.  So  dry  your 
eyes,  my  dear,  and  be  comforted. 

Down  stepped  Jenny,  and,  still  sobbing,  began  to  tease 
her  mother  to  tell  her  what  dreadful  thing  she’d  said. 

Colonel  Morgan,  cried  the  Doctor,  at  any  other  meeting 
you'd  have  sat  in  the  chair  yourself;  and  I  know  you’re 
aching  now  to  appear  upon  the  stage,  so  come  up,  Honorable, 
and  show  yourself  before  your  people! 

A  little  nettled  at  this,  still  the  Colonel  burned  to  distin¬ 
guish  himself.  Slowly  and  majestically  ascending  the  plat¬ 
form,  he  seated  himself  like  an  oracle  on  a  three-legged  chair, 
then,  drinking  in  the  gas,  and  swelling  like  rEsop’s  frog,  he 
in  a  thundering  voice  roared  forth — 

Greater  than  Emperor,  King,  or  Keiser, 

We,  ’Zekiel  Morgan,  are,  and  wiser! 

Greater,  in  finding  none  dispute  our  rule ; 

Wiser,  because— because  we  are  no  fool, 

But,  unambitious,  hold  a  modest  state, 

Content  to  be  a  village  potentate. 

Our  model  is  the  jolly  “  Roi  d’  Yvetot,” 

More  simple  still,  we  let  our  title  go, 

And,  Democrat,  we  would  not  play  “King  Log,” 
Though  in  our  puddle  far  the  biggest  frog. 

Over  some  thousand  heads  our  power  we  sway — 

In  every  man’s  affairs  we  have  our  say — 

Our  subjects  hold  us  all  in  wTiolecome  dread, 
Respecting,  some  our  purse,  and  some  our  head; 

And  both  are  at  their  service;  want  or  care, 

Whate’er  their  burden,  we  our  share  shall  bear: 

For  none  shall  say  that  this  our  good  reign  ended 
And  left  them  unadvised  or  unbefriended. 

Lawyers  flourish  not  in  our  dominion — 

Of  that  tribe  we  have  a  poor  opinion — 

Our  people  all  with  one  accord  demand 
That  justice  we  dispense  with  our  own  hand  ; 
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Therefore,  when  forth  wTe  walk,  we  bear  a  straight 
And  weighty  staff,  wherewith  to  smite  the  pate 
Of  drunken  man,  and  bad,  unruly  boy, 

Who  durst  with  brawl  and  noise  our  realm  annoy. 
Along  we  march,  with  slow  and  solemn  tread, 

Our  crown,  a  glossy  beaver,  on  our  head  ; 

With  port  sublime,  and  most  majestic  mien, 

If  not  the  tallest  form  that  e’er  vras  seen, 

Some  five  feet  two,  but  though  in  height  we  lack, 

We  boast  a  mighty  depth  from  front  to  back. 

Now  to  the  left  we  bow,  now  to  the  right. 

And  still  wTe  see,  with  glory  and  delight, 

As  pacing  on,  we  make  our  progress  royal, 

All  lieges  stoop,  in  salutation  loyal. 

Three  times  we 

Hey!  hey!  hey!  Doctor,  you’ve  made  me  guilty  of  some 
tomfoolery  !  What  nonsense  have  I  vented  ?  Sir,  I  charge 
you  to  tell  me ! 

Sir,  replied  the  Doctor,  I  cannot!  Upon  good  Parson 
Gridley  and  yourself,  as  you  both  are  solid  men,  not  at  all 
predisposed  to  the  poetical  mania,  my  gas  takes  but  little 
effect  indeed,  so  your  ravings  w^ere  nothing  wild  or  wonderful, 
nothing  worth  recording,  and,  on  the  whole,  I  declare,  I 
hardly  think,  dear  Colonel,  you’ve  done  anything  but  snore 
as  you  do  in  church  each  Sunday  ! 

The  Colonel’s  “ subjects”  greeted  him  with  loud  guffaws, 
as  he  stepped  down  from  his  eminence,  and,  with  a  good- 
humored  and  jolly  laugh,  resumed  his  seat  among  them. 

My  friends,  the  Doctor  cried,  it  grows  toward  morning, 
still  I’m  loath  to  close  my  experiments  without  giving  every 
one  of  you  a  chance  to  play  the  part  of  poet  at  least  once  in 
your  lifetime.  So  if  any  among  you  thinks  he  lias  in  him 
the  right  poetical  stuff,  let  him  now  come  forward. 

No  one  seemed  at  all  desirous  of  the  honor,  save  Andy  Fetch, 
the  little,  babbling,  loud-mouthed,  song-singing  undertaker; 
who  bobbing  up  like  Jack  in-the-box  from  his  bench  in  the 
remotest  corner  of  the  room,  slowly  elbowed  his  wray  through 
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the  laughing,  gaping  crowd,  and  presented  himself  upon  the 
stage,  to  the  great  consternation  of  the  Doctor,  for  Petch’s 
red,  greasy,  shining  face,  green-gooseberry  eyes,  and  horse’s 
mouth,  little  became  a  follower  of  the  muses.  But  soon  recov¬ 
ering  his  professional  equanimity,  the  Doctor  administered 
his  gas,  and  Fetch  struck  up,  like  some  strange  automaton 
wound  and  set  agoing — 

That  greasy  black  fellow,  by  name  called  Othello, 

Who  made  such  a  great  fuss  when  his  business  he  lost ; 
Sure  felt  just  as  I  do,  for  groaning,  I  sigh  too, 

As  I  think  how  the  Doctor  my  fortune  has  crost. 

Nobody  dies,  so  no  one  cries, 

Jkxcept  poor  Fetch,  that  ruined  wretch. 

If  Doctor  was  younger,  a  green  poison-monger, 

He'd  start  up  my  business,  and  fatly  would  feed  me  ; 

A  plague  on  old  Gygax,  naught  short  of  a  big  axe 
His  patients  could  put  in  condition  to  need  me. 

A  ghoul  that  fed  upon  the  dead, 

If  here  he'd  stay  would  pine  away. 

The  couple  or  more  score  of  dotards  of  four  score 
Who  dwell  in  our  village,  seem  tougher  than  leather; 
That  }Touths  are  consumptive  seems  no  proof  presumptive 
Of  their  nearing  at  all  the  end  of  their  tether. 

Dead  every  whit,  as  any  nit, 

My  trade  has  got,  for  men  have  not. 

Oh  that  dreadful  Disease  in  a  fury  would  seize 
On  our  richest  old  codger,  whose  heirs  might  well  pay  ; 
In  some  vital  organ  stab  fat  Colonel  Morgan, 

And  from  earth  in  a  twinkling  quick  snatch  him  away. 
Then  Andy  Fetch  his  hearse  will  fetch 
With 

Help  !  help ! !  help  ! ! !  Murder !  m-u-r-d-e-r ! ! ! ! !  yelled 
Fetch,  and  well  he  might,  for  Colonel  Morgan,  crashing 
through  chairs  and  benches  like  a  rogue  elephant  through 
his  jungle,  had  clutched  poor  Andy  by  one  bow-leg,  dragged 
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him  bumping  off  the  stage,  and  now  held  him  aloft  like  a  cuur 
by  the  collar;  while  with  his  “  straight  and  weighty  staff”  he 
made  the  dust  fly  in  clouds  from  the  luckless  undertaker’s 
rusty  broadcloth. 

Hyena,  roared  the  Colonel,  you  wish  me  dead,  do  you  ? 
Take  that,  and  that ! 

And  again  and  again  the  iron-like  cane  descended,  mark¬ 
ing  Andy’s  squirming  back  in  criss-cross  stripes,  like  a  tart- 
pie,  or  a  lattice  gate. 

Drop  the  poor  devil,  cried  the  Doctor  from  the  stage,  in  a 
voice  half  laughing,  half  angry.  A  man  of  your  ponderosity 
should  never  castigate  so  feeble  a  wretch,  even  with  just 
cause;  and  besides,  you  know  he’s  in  some  sort  my  partner 
in  business!  Still  the  Colonel’s  arm  rose  and  fell  with  the 
regularity  and  almost  the  force  of  a  pile-driver,  and  Petcb, 
writhing  and  curling  in  agony,  began  to  gasp  for  breath, 
when  suddenly  through  the  air  leaped  the  Doctor  like  a  mag¬ 
nified  grasshopper;  and  grasping  by  the  nozzle  his  last  and 
half  empty  gas-bag,  with  it  he  banged  the  Colonel  most  lus¬ 
tily  about  the  sconce. 

Petch,  released,  fled  from  the  hall  with  lightning  speed,  and 
after  him  rushed  with  piercing  shrieks  the  till  now  speechless 
and  motionless  feminine  half  of  the  audience. 

Now  like  a  sabre  whizzed  the  terrible  lignum-vitae  about 
the  Doctor’s  pate,  but  encountered  nothing  harder  than  his 
rubber  bag  of  trusty  and  grateful  gas,  which  in  this  his  dire 
extremity  served  him  both  as  buckler  and  as  weapon.  Up  rose 
the  men  of  Morgantown,  partizans  of  the  two  combating  he¬ 
roes,  full  of  fury  and  the  spirit  of  discord,  and,  like  knights 
in  a  melee,  dividing,  they  fell  upon  each  other  tooth  and  nail. 

Slumbering  far  below  in  his  bar-room,  drunken  Davy 
Garrick,  hearing  the  welcome  sound  of  war,  roused  himself 
to  the  fray;  and,  armed  with  a  hickory  club,  mounted  in  a 
staggering  run  the  rickety  stairs,  flung  himself  like  a  stone 
amid  the  swaying  crowd,  and  in  a  frothing  frenzy,  show¬ 
ered  heavy  blows  impartially  upon  his  nearest  neighbor, 
whoever  he  might  be. 
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Many  were  the  grievous  strokes;  many  the  broken  heads 
given  and  received;  but,  at  last,  the  chair  of  inspiration 
raised  aloft  in  a  pair  of  frantic  hands  brought  down  from  the 
ceiling  its  only  chandelier,  and,  daubed  with  stinking  oil  and 
cut  with  broken  glass,  the  warriors  in  darkness  seemed  to 
lose  their  martial  ardor ;  and  slinking  softly  out  they  one 
by  one  wended  their  sheepish  way  through  the  quiet  moonlit 
streets  toward  their  homes,  where,  worse  than  black  eye  or 
bloody  nose,  the  inevitable  curtain  lecture  awaited  them. 

But  the  humble  narrator  hereof,  being  happily  an  unmar¬ 
ried  man,  salved  and  patched  his  wounds  in  peace  and  quiet¬ 
ness;  and,  undisturbed  by  any  conjugal  eloquence,  resolved 
in  his  own  mind  to  draw  up  an  account  of  the  events  of  so 
remarkable  an  evening. 

This  task  he  has  accomplished  with  some  little  pains  and 
labor,  not  trusting  alone  tc  his  own  unassisted  memory,  but 
questioning  carefully  each  man,  woman,  and  child  who  was 
one  of  that  night’s  astounded,  befogged,  and  bewildered  audi¬ 
ence. 

Seeking  no  reward  from  the  world  but  a  few  moments  at¬ 
tention,  he  hopes  his  carefully  veracious  narrative  will  serve, 
amuse,  and  interest  the  psychologist,  the  thinker,  and  the  lover 
of  the  wonderful ;  and  that,  aroused,  scientists  and  poets  will 
devise  some  means  of  drawing  forth  from  Doctor  Gygax  the 
secret  he  now  swears  shall  remain  forever  unrevealed,  even 
though  demanded  by  his  chosen  friend  and  idol,  the  “  Mirac¬ 
ulous  Little  Man”  of  Boston. 
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